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"AND OTHER® 
“IRRITATING ‘SUBSTANCES 


an editorial 





Three years ago I entered the weird and perverty world 
of fandom, primarily through the agency of the SATURDAY RE- 
VIEW, which printed Dick Plotz’s letter. The appearance of 
Tolkien in that august periodical aroused a spark, etc, etc, 
es eoherna Comerford (now Burley) and I attended a moot at 
Dick*s house, and thus were Lured into devastation. Open 
ESFA, meeting Brian Burley - WKF, Lunacon.,..and then corre- 
spondence with Juanita Coulson, who wrote, "Why don't you 
two do a STAR TREK fanzine?" Strange how such innocent bait 
hid the many pitfalls awaiting two eee renege: (Tsk. 

If Ivhad known then...) 


‘With Sherna and my cousin Debbie (keep a close e 


her) I co-edited SPOCKANALIA for two Vdf¢ Add oni he ee a 


AYLEENS blissful years. SPOCK was a secondary universe fan- 
zine, in which we assumed that. the STAR TREK universe was the 
real world, It was in this hard school that I learned about 
the tendencies of all stencils to shred, of all ink reposi- 
tories (of whatever, make, brand, or form) to leak, of all | 
paper to catch and rip. I also learned about the difficul~ 
ties of. locating “the man who has that nice illo for you,” — 
about’ the rule that the postawful must lose at least one batch 
of illos for each fanzine, and how even the best contributors 
(and we had them) are sometimes a bit later than they thought. 
A rewarding and enlightening experience it was t00. 


In the spring of 1969 STAR TREK was cancelled and left 


the airwaves, Although it immediately returned via syndica- 


tion, there could be no new authorized material to work with, 
This, and the difficulty of editing a massive zine with two _ 
editors forty miles from the third, and one of the ‘two in a. 
pre-med course, impelied us to split up the zine. 


And now Debbie and I are sterting all over again. There 
MUST be something wrong with us. Maybe it's frange fungus. _- 
At any rate, this will be (I hope) the first issue of our new 


gine, (No, it's not a bra zine - not | 
a bra size, either, Look it up in : ‘ 
your CONCORDANCE. ) | feed 


We are hoping to have a gen- \ 
zine, and plan to include some he 
ST material, and some not; what-  #\\ 
ever strikes our fancy. ‘/e*ll Z 
be very happy to read anyone's 
submissions, and to comment, 
(Like fortune cookies, you 
never can tell what you'll 
get in the mail.) Anyone 
who sends full-page art 
work that doesn’t have 
margin allowance (one 
inch on each side pre- 
ferred) will be de- 

rastigated very 
slowly, 





Our schedule is irregular (which means we haven't the 
fogziest when the nextish will be) but hopeful. We plan to 
have a modest little zine, with a somewhat smaller page count © 
than the monsters we formerly nuthatched. We also plan to be 
CHEAP, Locs are lovely, but we probably won't publish them, 
so don’t be surprised. Since I can never remember what the 
loc was referring to (after only six months) I assume that 
the reader can?t either. Cash, contributions, labor, or re- 
views will bring this delightful item to your home. 


Having covered the above vital points, I will add that 
I em spelled with a "V" not with a "B" (that's my cousin.) 1 
am 5°9", wear glasses, and no longer have black hair. Now I 
have red hair. .Very helpful in unconfusing me with Debbie, . 
I'm 26, working as a children's librarian in my local friendly 
neighborhood public library, and live with my father and a 
very fat cat named severally Honeypot, Splotch, Spook, Fatty 
Grub. or Ketzelech. (He doesn't answer any call but the sound 
of the can opener, refrigerator, or an opening bottle of baby 
food, so what WE call him is immaterial, : 


I like sf very much, and have been reading it since my 
smaller years. I'm particularly fond of fantasy, less so of. 
sword and sorcery, and like some hard sf and gimmickery. bob 3 
can?t spell (a fine trait in an editor) but I hit a mean typer. 


We are very grateful to all those good-hearted souls who. 
contributed to thisish, andhope that lots of you will take a ‘ 
hint and follow a good example. 3 


A special thank you is for Lois McMaster, whose original 
"Free Enterprise" in SPOCKANALIA inspired the gassip column 
found in MD, 7 


An extremely heart-felt thank you is extended to the 
very generous advertising department at AT&T, and particular- 
ly to W.A. Jamieson, Jr, This noble person donated the beau= 
tiful copies of Mr. Bradbury's story which grace this issue. 


Thank you so. much, : 


Ag usual, a special commendation to my father; it isn't 
easy. to live with a print shop in the second bedroom. 


Well, that about wraps it.up, as they say when they 
fasten the strait-jacket. Wombat. 





At this moment, I’m‘ sitting in my living room half- 
heartedly listening to Merv Griffin (for lack of a good movie, 
and because Jerry Lewis is subbing for Johnny Carson and Dick 
Cavett has been pre-empted.) I think I'm doing this to try 
to deny the reality of my daily 8:00 AM summer course at Brook- 
lyn College, What better time to write an editorial? 


=-"l anyway, I'm Debbie (or Deborah Michel pronounced: Michael/ 
Langsam - if you insist on being formal.) Devra and I are 


cousins: not sisters, not mother and daughter; and not blood 


brothers; we are cousins (hot Siamese cousins either - JK 
Klein please note.) Now,°in answer to the thousands of letters 
pouring into our separate mail boxes: The reason why Devra. and. 


_ 
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I have such similar names is that we were both named after our 
paternal «grandparents, Dora and Michael. Our respective, and 
unsuspecting, parents never dreamed that two girls, nearly 
seven years apart in age, would wind up publishing a magazine. 
together. How short-sighted of them. 


To continue, I've just turned 20 and am entering my Sen- 
ior: year at Brooklyn College. My present plans include fin- 
ishing my B.S. in biology and my BeA...in. English by January 
"72, I'm seriously thinking of studying oceanography or lim-. 
nology in grad school. Also occupying my time is a job at | 
Jewish Hospital and Medical Center. I'm working with Rhesus 
and Irus monkeys in the neurosurgical research lab. (At this. 
printing, Ivy monkey, Hopalong Cassidy monkey, and Jill monkey 
are my favorites.) In my copious spare time, I'll be taking 
a pottery course at the Brooklyn Museum. “e : Sei 


As far as fanac is concerned, I've been a member of 
Lunarians for two years and have attended a few Philcons, 
Balticons, and a Boskone (Disclave always comes out around 
finals,) I was Junior Editor and then Co-editor of SPOCKAN- 
ALIA with Devra, and Sherna Burley. And now, because my '° 
mind rotted, I've decided to be Assistant sditor of MASIFORM D, 


MASIFORM D (M.D., to our friends) is a nomeprofit organ-~ 
igation dedicated to the proposition that corflu Suilds strong 
bodies - 12 (count them) ways. | 





: crac ie a ee 

.. Because of the many inquiries, we're looking for ‘the most 
original definition of MASTFORM D, (Those interested in the 
actual meaning may order their STAR TREK CONCORDANCE from Bjo 
Trimble, 417 N. Kenmore, Los Angeles, Ca. 90004, #5 plus 25¢ — 
postage.) After an impartial jury (consisting entirely of 

our relatives) has made its decision, the unlucky winner will 
receive FREE one issue of MD (providing that there is another ) 
AND ‘a box of Screaming Yellow Zonkers. 80 rush in your entry. 
Thanks to Sandra Miesel for the fiendish idea. | 3 


RAY BRADBURY AND THE 





BY JEAN LORRAH 


iWhatever possessed AT&T to ask nay Bradbury to write an 
advertisement for them? Oh, it's easy to imagine someone in 
their: advertising department deciding that since holograms 
seem like something out of a science fiction story it would 
be’a good idea to get a science fiction writer to produce a 
story about them, But Ray Bradbury?! 


True, Bradbury is probably one of the few names in sci- 
ence: fiction known to the general public, but what is he known 
for? -"The Pedestrian,” which depicts a world in which the 
machines have taken over, Fahrenheit 451, in which an entire 
population is indoctrinated by television, and books are des- 
troyed for fear that they might encourage independent think- 
ink, The Illustrated Man, in the recent movie version of which 
one of the three stories filmed is the one in which the child- 
ren become so obsessed with the holograms in their playroom 
that they use those very holograms to destroy their parents! 
What genius at AT&T hit upon Ray Bradbury as an appropriate 

| choice of ad writer? . | 


-And who decided to publish 
the story once written? Was no- 
body at AT&T capable of recog- 
nizing the joke Bradbury had 
played on them? And who could 
blame him? If you had establish- 
ed your reputation on a series 
of stories of the horrors in- 
herent in reliance on technology 
over human ability, and then 
were asked -- by a company that 
epitomizes the technology you 
have been at pains to expose as 
insidious -- to write an adver- 
tisement for one of the advances 
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you had predicted could be deadly, could you resist exploit- 
ing their naivete? 


It is a fine joke indeed, On the surface, "The Hour of 
Ghosts" tells of the delights of holograms bringing to life 
the great literature and philosophy of the world, The father 
of the family chooses Hamlet; the children take delight in 
children's classics: A Christmas Carol, Treasure Island, Wu- 
thering Heights, The Hound of the Baskervilles. The intel- 
ligentsia among us may smile at the appropriateness. of the 
choices to the title of the story: each one involves a ghost 
-- or what might be one, At dinner Plato and Aristotle pain- 
lessly pass their wisdom on to the appreciative children, 
"How lovely!" we think, "Children will learn to appreciate 
the classics once’more, and the finest teachers in the world 
will .interest them in subjects that had been considered dry | 
and dull too Long." Don’t complain, AT&T, Since most of 
those who read completely through "The Hour of Ghosts" will 
come away with exactly those thoughts, you have no reason to 
be disappointed with Bradbury's performance, But neither 
have those of us who say, "What is Ray Bradbury doing writing 
ads for AT&T?" and give the story more than a cursory glance. 





~~. "The Hour. of Ghosts," as its title suggests, 1s a horror 
story, the tale of a family being destroyed by an “electronic 
miracle." The fragmented families of Hamlet and Wuthering 
Heights reflect what is happening, while the utter loneliness 
_and helplessness of Blind Pew and Scrooge predict the fate of 
~ people who will become indoctrinated by holograms to the ex- 
tent of losing contact with other humans, The themes of sep- 
aration and indoctrination pervade the piece: at the "finest 
hour," when the entire family is for once home together, they 
are separated by ghosts. Hach of the three children is in 
his own room; Father is alone in the parlor, retreating into 
a past when fathers could tyrannize over their children even 
after. death, while Mother is relegated to her eternal role of 
mindless.ceok and housekeeper, and given a guiding ghost not 
to entertain but to indoctrinate her, "pointing to spices, 
riffling cookbooks, advising mixtures," making this dinner 
exactly like the meal being prepared in every other house with 
holograms. It is Mother alone who briefly and inadequately 
protests the invasion of her home: | 


“One cup of cooking sherry," said the Cooking 
Ghost, the computerized memory of how to work well 
between oven and table, "Two..." 

"Much obliged," said Mother, and touchec a 
_ switch, 

The Kitchen Ghost, obedient to Lightning, 
vanished. 


Why “lLightning"? It*s the universal symbol of power, 


sa 


Mother, apparently fed 
up with being told how to run © 
her home, turns off all the 
Ghosts by calling her family 
to dinner -- to fill the one | 
need the holograms cannot sat- 
isfy. Traditionally, the even- 
ing meal is the time for ¢ommu- 
nication among the members*of 
a family. But not this family! 
Just as Hamlet’s father tried 
unjustly to impose his will |. 
upon his son, Father produces 
the holograms of Aristotle, - 
whose descriptive philosophy, 
enforced as prescriptive, 
stifled inspiration throughout 
the Middle Ages and well into 
the Renaissance, and Plato, 
whose Republic is a treatise 
on how to indoctrinate an en- 
tire population "for their own 
good." These Father inflicts 
upon his children, and because 
of the fascination of their ap- 
pearance as holograms they be- 
come to the boys, "almost as 
good as Blind Pew and the whine 
and bark of the far Hound on the moors, . .« -« 





n 


The one note of hope for the future, besides that “al- 
most," is that the daughter's reaction to Plato and Aristotle 
is not recorded. Perhaps, like her mother, she will attempt 
merely to use the holograms, and resist being used by them, 
Her ghost is the turbulent and independent Cathy who ruined | 
the lives of two men, but Alice makes her obedient to her own 
will: "Say it all again." Mother and daughter indicate that 
holograms might be safely used, even though they are outnum- 
bered and overpowered by the men of the family. In a footnote 
to the story, Ray Bradbury, speaking in his own voice, makes 
explicit the possibilities for use or abuse of holograms: 


These friendly Phantoms . . .will delight, edify, 
and educate. Or, if Mum's the Word, be still, as you 
wish. . .fhey'll have as many sides as you have angles, 
/italics mine./ | : 


So "The Hour of Ghosts" is a horror story about the dan- 
gers in the overuse of a technical discovery, and of putting 
it to the wrong use, as the father in the story does by using 
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holograms to program his children under the impression that he 
is educating them. But there is also a suggestion” that the 


‘holograms have a right use -- the story is a warning, not a 
condemnation, Like the Pedestrian, someone will always resist 


indoctrination, and if that resistance can be passed on to 
the next generation, technological discoveries may be tools 
and not tyrants. 


Could the advertising department at AT&T have recognized 
all this and still have allowed the story to appear as their 
advertisement? I hope so! That would be the greatest hope 
of all, , 





POEM 


by Eleanor Arnason 


teh oe AV On Oi GE a0 write a letter 
to the mayor of this town. 
The streets are full of corpses — 
who won ‘t lie down, 


And some of my pest friends have FOR RENT signs on: “anes paCeaee 
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~ SPECULATION 


by Ruth Berman 


STAR TREK often went in for the bitter-sweet ending -- 
not the straightforward tragedy of an Edith Keeler's death 
(1) or the comedy/romance of a Zefrem Cochrane's love for 
“the corporation Companion/Nancy Hedford, Inc. (2) -- but the 
ending that. leaves major characters alive and unhappy. One 
cannot help wondering what becomes of then, 


.Sometimes the answers are reasonably obvious. Clearly, 
a Harcourt Fenton Mudd is not going to spend the rest of 
his life with a multiplex nag of a robot: and Cyrano Jones is 
not going to spend the best years of his life at hard labor 
defenestrating tribbles. Somehow, somewhen, those two will 
escape and go back to the happy life of the conman. It‘s 
not a very profitable line of work, to judge by what we've 
seen of them, but it offers scope for the wild inventiveness 
of their minds and satisfies their love of adventure. Quite 
possibly the two of them will team up for a while and jointly 
get James T, Kirk into hot water again, He may quail at the 
prospect (probably the only thing that could make our intrep- 
id captain do so) but I cant help suspecting that he has a 
hidden affection for both those scamps and would enjoy being 
plagued by them again. 


But one situation that particularly intrigued me was 
the one left hanging in "Wink of an Eye." As several viewers 
pointed out in letters to Gene Roddenberry, it was very 
strange for Kirk to go off without letting the Scalosians 
have the antidote after McCoy had devised one, Presumably 
McCoy (who was not sure that it would work on Kirk and Spock) 
knew that, for some reason, the antidote would not work at 
all on the Scalosians. My guess would be that the antidote 
would work but would kill them in the process, Shifting 
down after a lifetime of the high-speed rate of living might 
well be far more difficult than it was for Kirk and Spock, 
who had only had a few hours (subjective time) of the higher 
rate, So Kirk sends his report in to Star Fleet, and they 
set some of their research scientists to work from McCoy‘s 
findings (one déduces that 2 joint paper is going to result.) 
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Normally, I should think, McCoy would want to finish the 
research himself -- but perhaps some other, more important 
crisis has drawn the Enterprise elsewhere, and another ship 
could arrive before Kirk could expect to go and come back, In- 
deed, there really must be some such crisis -- because other- 
wise volunteers from the crew could keep the Scalosian race 
alive by going into the high-speed state long enough to mate 
with the women and then out again, until McCoy finds an anti- 
dote for the Scalosians or until another ship arrives, It 
would no doubt be dangerous for the volunteers, since they 
would be subject to "cell damage" (resulting in death in the 
high-speed state) as well as to the nossible side-effects of 
McCoy's partial antidote. And there would be complex ethical 
problems involved -- but it could be done, and it would only 
take up a few days of the Enterprise’s time (more than that 
for the volunteers, by subjective time.) When additional 
Federation scientists arrive, even if an antidote is not yet 
ready, they could use the voluntary, temporary matings to 
keep the Scalosians going, or, assuming their medical science 
is'up to it, they could set up facilities for artificial in- 
semination. But, assuming the emergency drawing the Enterprise 
away, there is bound to be a gap of some days before help ar- 
rives, (At Warp 9 it would take about half a day to go one 
lightyear -- and the distance is more likely to be several 
lightyears. ) 


From the information given, it is impossible to tell | 
just how fast the Scalosians were living, but 1/1,000 second 
is about as short a time as the human eye can have and still 
take in a view. A reasonable guess might be a scale of 
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10,000:1, If a Federation ship arrives in foun days, 40,000 


days have passed for the Scalosians --- over 100 years -- and 
they're all dead. (Assuming a pattern of aging similar to’ 
the Terran. A Vulcan:would -still be alive in four days -- 
but not much more.) If help arrives in one day, 26 years 
have passed for Deela, and she and the other women are pro- 
bably past the age of child-bearing, They could perhaps 
adapt the suspended animation device they wanted to hook up 
in the Enterprise to.use in preserving unfertilized ova until 
help arrives. If the Federation"s medical techniques are un 
to artificial insemination (almost certainly). and raising a 
fetus in a mechanical womb (quite passible -- it has been 
suggested that Spock may have been a "bottle baby") (2) ‘then 
they could take several standard days to arrive and still be 
in time to save the race. But is that solution good enough 
to satisfy Kirk? Deela may have -had his chiid in the mean- 
time, and Kirk seems to be aman cf strong family loyalty(3) 
with little outlet for that loyalty (Peter Kirk, his nephew, 
seems to be his only close living relative after the deaths 
of Sam and Aurelan.) Surely Kirk would not want-his child 
to live and die not knowing if help would ever come’? 


What, then, could Kirk do? Well, there are several 
super-races that have been discovered, If the Enterprise has 
been operating in more or less one area of space in its five- 
year mission, some of the super-races may be closer to scalos 
than any -of the Federation bases, and they may have the abil- 
ity to adapt McCoy's antidote instantly to something safe for 
the Scalosians, . Unfortunately, all ‘the. superior races around 
seem to be indifferent to,Federation activities, They may 
take a hand to enforce a solution.when the noisy. lesser races — 
start bringing their petty quarrels too close to home, as”. 
the Metrons did in the Federation/Gorn dispute, and the ,_ 
Organians..did in the Federation/Klingon dispute. But for 
the most part they follow.their own.version of the Prime Di-- 
rective of non-interference... Indeed, one imay conclude from 
the fate of Apollo's people (4) that it is psychologically 
unhealthy: to play God;. the Prime Directive is as necessary 
to the. sani%Gy.of the. Federation as .it-is to the proper growth 


of the "primitive races." 


So Kirk isn't going to bé ablé to get any help out of 
the superior races, unless he can locate one owing him a. 
favor... And, at that, Kirk needs a very high degree of supe- 
riority to be reasonably sure that they can do it, The re- 
cords of the Yonadans turned up a cure for xenopolycythemia 
(5) and the people of Arret had the surgical and mechanical 
methods needed to build android bodies capable of supporting 
life with some sensory:.complexity (but not their’ full’ range 
of senses) (6) -- but they might not have.the particular ~ 
knowledge needed here, Losira’s people (7) covld set up a 
defensive system with a transporter effect far beyond what 
the Federation can do, but they died of a plague. A superi- 


16 


ority only in manipulations of the perceptions -- as with the 


illusions of the Talosians (8) or the iielkots (9) -- would 1 
be of no use at all. Kirk needs to. go to those whose powers 
generally are so great as to appear magical. Sylvia and é 


Korob's people (10) and Isis’ people (11) are in other gal- — 
axies, too far away. The Squire of Gothos’ parents would be 
ideal, but their true home is unknown, . eo ee 3 


Kirk's best bet is probably Thasus. The Thasians owe 
him a favor for keeping Charlie Evans under’ control -- and, © 
indeed, now that Kirk comes to think of it -- he can offer 
them a more substantial favor, He can take Charlie away from 
them and put him in with the Platonians. Charlie is more 
powerful than the Platonians. They cannot throw individuals 
into limbo, nor can they make such drastic alterations in © 
living matter.as to take away a face or to change a human 
into a lizard (so far as we know.) But they can immobilize 
an individual, as Charlie can, and shift objects around. — 
They even have a power Charlie seemingly does not, that of 
forcing an individual to speak and move to their whim, They 
should be able to handle Charlie. The Thasians, who seem to 
feel parental responsibility for Charlie, would surely be 
glad to see him established in a place where he can be happy 
-- among people of his own kind (basically) people he can 
touch and be touched by, people he can love physically. 


Of course -- none of the Platonians is quite like Janice 
Rand, If Janice wanted to go with Charlie, she could, since 
she would develop the same powers as the other inhabitants. 
Charlie, at the age of 19 or 20, is probably romantic enough 
to want to set up for life with someone several years older 
whom he loved at first sight and only knew for a couple of 
days. - But Janice surely wouldn't consider it,‘even if ghe » 
has given up-on getting Kirk. (And she probably has given up 
on Kirk, -He loved her in his way, but not as much as his 
ship. She could still be. on the Enterprise, -just happening 
not to be around in any of the adventures we've seen, but 
it's more likely that she's transferred out.)  — 


90, after taking care of whatever emergency took him 
away, Kirk scoots off to Thasus and returns with Charlie and 
a cure. With help from the Thasians, he-is able to employ 
the time warp effect the Enterprise discovered (12) to arrive 
back on Scalos within a few hours of their leaving, maybe 10 
years to the Scalosians. (Judging by the caution with which 
the Federation has been testing the technique -- we have seen 
them deliberately using time travel only once (13) it must ~ 
be highly dangerous. Possibly the Thasians could control the 
dangers for them.) » : ee. 


Employing the time warp leaves Kirk with a paradox to 
hide under the carpet -- he and his ship and crew exist in 5 


tsi 


two places at the same 


time for a few days. The 


side-trip to leave off 
Charlie will use up the 
time, so that he need not . 
worry about meeting him- 
self, but he still‘has to 
tell Star Fleet something; 
without giving away know- 
ledge that might change © 
the future. Possibly he 
sends a message that an. 
adaptation of McCoy's 
antidote has worked for 
the Scalosians, waiting 
till later to give the 
full report (if he does 

it at all -- the Thasians 
may have enjoined secrecy 
upon him, ) 


Kirk arrives on 
Scalos to find a Deela a 
few years older than him- 
self. She has difficulty 
recognizing him at first; 
she had unconsciously re- 
membered him as looking 
more Like Rael than he 
actually does, She is 
amused that her not rec- 
ognizing Kirk makes Rael 
suddenly much more cordial 
to the visitors. The 
child (boy or girl? Kirk 
would probably want a’ 
son, but that*s not to. 
say he'd get one) pro- 
bably views the arrival 
of the genetic father 
with ambivalence. After 
all, Rael is "Daddy" -- 
who is this? The rela- 
tionship probably settles 
down to something like 
uncle and niece or neph- 
ew ag the case may be. 
With the Scalosians : 
brought back to the nor=~- 
mal pace of living, the 
Federation scientists can 
attack in a more leisure- 
Ly fashion the remaining --1- 0° © -------e nnn. 
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problem, that of Scalosian male sterility, 


Charlie has been on his best behavior throughout and 
manages not to use his special powers on the humans at all 
-- except maybe to do a few card tricks. Possibly by the 


time they’ reach the Platonians Charlie has had time to ac- tet 


quire a crush on Tina Lawton, the girl Janice tried to fix 
him up with first time around, Tina, who is as young and 
romantic as Charlie himself, decides to go with him. Kirk 
officiates at the wedding -- is McCoy best man? -- and leaves 
in a happy wash of sentimentality, ready for the next adven- 
ture in his five-year mission. Meanwhile, Harry Mudd and 
Cyrano Jones havesses . 





"City on the Edge of Forever" . 

Cf "Physiologica Vulcanensis"” in SPOCKANALIA 1. 

As shown by his behavior in "Operation: Annihilate”, 
"iho Mourns for Adonais?” | 

"For theWorld is Hollow, and I Have Touched the Sky” 
"Return to Tomorrow” Bes 
"That Which Survives" 

"The Menagerie" 

"Specter of the Gun" 

) "Catspaw" 

) “Assignment: Earth" 

) "Naked Time" 

) "Assignment: Earth" 


LOLOL NOLO ON LON ON NON 
RPRREO ON ON FWNrE 
PO Oe a ee 





by Rosalind Oberdieck 


CURIOSITIES SHIPSIDE this week include the mysterious switch- 
ing of certain room labels. For instance, we found this 


sign: a : | 
| Commander Spock _ 


outside Nurse C.*s quarters, while the sign for Recreation 
Room 4 hangs on the, wall outside the Sickbay. It is believed 
by your reporter that all this is merely a clever device for 
confusing the captain, who has just:discovered that he now 
lives in a broom closet on Deck 6, 


If you’re wondering how that last narrow squeak with the 
Romulans occurred, wonder no longer! We have been informed 
that it was an inadvertent effort on the part of Yeoman 3rd 
Clags "Jinxy" Marlo to avoid re-enlistment in the service. 
While on the bridge at 5231.5, she tripped and fell into the 
helmsman who in turn fell into the helm, warp, and speed con- 
trols, which impelled us 50 light years off course with aston- 
ishing speed, as we all well know from our bruises, It also 
probably astonished any Romulans watching, to see a starship 
dip in and out of*the Zone like a finger in hot soup, Later, 
when asked to comment on this incident, Yeoman Marlo could 
say only, "It could happen to anybody! Couldn’t it?” 


Hey, Maintenance, isn't-it about time that you did something 
about the turbo-Lift? Its unfortunate habit of stopping at 
the required place, then suddenly jerking, has caused several 
cases of scraped noses and wounded pride. The latter case 

igs exemplified by the First Officer, as he discovered the 
flaw inthe Lift when he was-dumped on the bridge by the 
thing in a most undignified manner. Remember, you men are 
responsible for the actions of your turbo-lift. And, tossing 
officers is 2 court-martial offense. | 


KLINGON KLATTER: Several persons have been wondering what . 
portent there is in the sudden wave of sick Klingon jokes 
that has been stifling the mental abilities of most of the 
crew of this ship. Some of the people aboard, like the Jolly 
Jester of the Engineering Deck, Lt. Laslo, believe that 

these jokes are merely harmless fun-poking to relieve the 


20 


tensions of a weary watch, However, several others, like 

the uncertain Ensign Rawlins, suspect that this insane tell- 
ing of Klingon jokes is actually a plot instigated by the 
Klingons themselves to cause the breakdown of our weaker crew- 
men and the complete demoralization of the stronger ones, So 
far, nothing serious has happened. But who can deny the poten- 
tially dastardly effects of "Why is a Klingon‘s beard like Ri- 
gellian Spot Fever?" 


OPINION POLL: We have it, from persons close to him, that the 
captain is somewhat concerned about the crew's image of him, 
(We are not certain ourselves what that image may be.) How-_ 
ever, naturally being helpful, we have decided to take an opin- 
10N poll of said crew. We would like you, the working com- 
munity of the Enterprise, to check one of the following as the 
the phrase which most appropriately suits your impression of 
Our captain: 


Intelligent, efficient, respectable 
Heroic, courageous, strong 
Courteous, diplomatic, gentlemanly 
Fun-loving, humorous, lovable 
Lady's man, tippers reveler 

All of the above 


None of the above 


HHoHoggg; 


Other - 


Well, now, sir, doesn't this put you more at ease? 


P.S,~ The answer to the joke was "Because it itches." 


SEF TEE TE TEE TE AE TERE SE SESE TE TENE SESE SE SESE ESE AE TE SE TE TEBE SE TE TE SESE SE TE SE TE IESE SEE IE SE AE TE TE SE IESE SE ESE SE HEHE TE TE TE NE 


Recently, we heard that Terry Skibiski, in an effort. to 
remember the official title of ‘Immunity Syndrome,’ rechrist- 
ened it 'The Amoeba Glory." ah | 


STEN AE BEI ce Ae Feces yk Tee ae eae Penh Rete mae carta Rene irt meige ean Th te Sere MeIU TRIS tee IE OTE TE TN 


"TBM has its points, +00, tho, I never. have that boring 
feeling. of POMS what. -I'm doing. " Lee Burwasser 
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ANOTHER 


"POEM 


by Eleanor Arnason 


The great revolving head has come 

from out of the western sea, 

In one hand he carries a blade of grass 
in the other a leaf of tea. 


The marvelous places that he has been! 
The stories he has to tell! 

For he has ridden a submarine 

to the land where the zombies dwell, 


The zombies are a curious folk 

who live in a curious town, 

Tt's built from the bones of cuttlefish 
and of mariners who drown. 


The great revolving head has come 
and he says that he's come to stay. 
But the voices of the zombies 


will call him away. . 





fei 





NADOVYOBZSYRUHMAYHOdAaAWSE 


22 


SF DOUBLE-CROSTIC 
by Miriam 2, Langsam 


To solve this puzzle, find the words which fit the de- 
finitions given. The correct number of spaces is placed next 
to each definition, Each letter space has a number beneath 
it, corresponding to a numbered space on the grid. As you 
guess each word, fill in the letters in their matching spaces. 
The grid contains a quotation from a published work of sf, 
Black boxes indicate the end of a word; otherwise, the word 
carries on to the next line. The initial letters of the de- 
fined words spell the author and title of the work from which 
the quotation comes. Guessing, especially on short words, 
is a legitimate tactic. The letters already on the grid are 


a freebie from the author, 





Empire established by the immortal man 
SF for the kids (2 words) 
Whatever it is, it isn't 
Everybody needs a mother; logical, huh? 
Discoverer of space warp drive i | 
A hero and a gentleman (2 words) 
The infinite opposite of woof (2 words) 
A space vehicle famous in fiction and fact 
Futuristic invasion of privacy 
A fanzine | 
One of the earliest practitioners 
Rigellian Kassaba 
Old Barth electrical measure 
Mythical horned animal 
Follows word Q 
Part of the engine - crystal clear, huh? 
First name of one of SF*s most prolific (female) 
One of the RINGS cycle ee usta) 
Planet where you can get a piece of the action 


>) >) 7 a 2 


so oF o — c o oC oO 


uv of a 





Agricultural colony | | 

A scientist we don't give a fig for; or a "kookie” | 

- geientist ” | : 
Practitioner of the Bard's statement on trees in MACBETH 
Galactic diplomat _ A 5 Mak OD. Sh 3 MASE RD aps GPS ae 
Mars' hat in part | : | | 
186,000 x 60 . = 
Where the fringe fan is (3 words) | Pees ee 

. Ancient Roman eoao Tien used to broil sparrows on Planet 
392 =0y a | : 

5« Death God . iS | | 
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The tale of the tribbles 


Mary H, Schaub 


It was the good ship ENTERPRISE, 


With its brave and daring crew, 


Which set out on a five-year voyage 
To explore a world or two, 


Oh, they.ran afoul of Klingons, 

And they fought some mad machines; 
They found tribbles in their closets, 
They found tribbles in their beans. 


Oh, the bridge was full of tribbles -- 
Kirk found several when he sat -- 
They ate chicken soup and coffee, 

But you never found one fat. 


As McCoy explained the matter, 
Though the tribbles madly fed, 
None of them got any fatter; 
They just multiplied instead, 


There were tribbles in the oatmeal, 

There were tribbles in the stew -- 

Kirk cried, "Thousands!" Spock responded, 
"Ten thousand, six hundred, two," 


"Given a margin for error, 

Since the sum grows as we speak -- 
The latest projection forecasts 
Thirteen million by next week," 


McCoy found the grain was poisoned, 
Proving the Klingons’ foul plot -- 
Or else, by now, the space station 
Would be a tribble-trimmed blot. 


Mister Lurry was delighted, 

For MeCoy had saved the day -- 
While the Klingons got the tribbles, 
Due to Scotty's double-play. 


That's how Scotty swears it happened -- 
Have you heard the famous song? 

It's a favorite in the space lanes, 
Where it's sung both loud and long, 


When you're in the Federation, 


You may hear its wild strains daily -- 


"Who put the tribbles 
In the quadrotriticale?" 
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Look at that!" 


Richards gave a low whistle, "Will you 
"What?" His companion swiveled around. "Oh. Yeah," 
"Well?" 
"Well, what?" 

- "Who is she?" 


"Forget it, Aaron. Your famous charm'll have no effect 
on her,” 


Aaron picked up his cup. “Bill, either you talk, or I 
pour hot coffee on your thick head,” 


Bill shrugged. "Your funeral. She*s one of the new yeo- 
men and ensigns we just got, and her name's T'’Prais, And 
good luck, I suppose. Me, I'd rather try to romance a Vegan 
pratch.* See you later, Aaron.” | 


Lieutenant Richards nodded absently. He remained in the 
mess, ostensibly sipping coffee, but actually watching the 
girl who had just entered. His first casual glance had shown 
she was certainly worth watching, | 


| Her stunning figure was shown to advantage by the brief 
uniformsher face was coolly beautiful, Aaron mentally de- 
bated whether it could possibly be improved by a smile, decid- 
ed it could, and firmly resolved to do something about the 
problem. As it was, the total effect was still engrossing to 
any admirer of the aesthetic. Richards, a well-known connois- 
seur of feminine’ pulchritude, immediately began sorting over 


* An animal with a hard, cold, spiny shell, They bite. 
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approaches. He decided, on the 


"nothing ventured, nothing testes 


gained" principle, to attempt a 
direct one, 


"Excuse me, is anyone sit- 
ting here?" he asked, giving her 
a charming smile. 


"No, " 
Not exactly what you'd call Renee oesntnte 
an enthusiastic reception. Well, ) Paco 


if at first you don't succeed... 


"Will it bother you if I 
sit here?" 


"No, I am going on duty 
now.” ‘She rose and walked out, 
Aaron followed. Her soaring eye- 
brows lifted slightly as he 
walked down the corridor with 
her, 


"When are you off-duty 

again?" . p LBD Wee ein oe 
"TI do not see that that is 

any concern. of yours,'.. .. RS 


a F " 
t 


"Well, I could always pull ° 
rank, I suppose," he said. cheer-_ 
ily. "I'm Lieutenant, Aaron’ = — 
Richards ce =: Gran geet ey 


Dead silence. What the 
devil was the matter with him? _—. 
He hadn't been this clumsy since | © 
he was ten. Damn it, sucha...‘ | 
xorgeous female had no business 
being a Vulcan! Almost to the © 
lift...give it one more try... 


"And you're T'Prais...? 


She stepped into the eleva- > BB BSNS 


tor, "You are not," she stated 

coolly, “pronouncing it correct- 

iy." The lift door closed, leav- = 

ing a -discomfitted Richards. Sg al ume 
standing im the corridor. =. 
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. T'Prais. simply filed the incident under a very broad: 
category labeled "human foibles," and considered it closed, 
But it was recalled during a casual conversation with the 
other girl at her temporary station. Yeoman Barton took ad- 
VERO GEIS of a quiet moment to talk. 


"You're new, aren't you? Having any problems?" 

"No, ' | 

“That's zood, but if you do, just fei any of us for help. 
We glorified galley’ slaves have to stick together." Kathy 
Barton gave T'Prais a. calculating glance, ‘And speaking of 


problems," she said, grinning, "have you met God’ Ss gift to 
the working girl yet?" | 


"To.whom are you referring?" 

"Who else -- Aaron Richards, Lt." 

"I -- have met him.” 

Kihoops: I'm eves paged, Some friendly advice, T'Prais; 
fear out for him. He's-got his eye on every girl on board, 
but he never gets serious. Respectable serious, I mean," 

"Thank you. ‘I shall bear that in mind," 

Another grin, "You shouldn't have any trouble keeping 
the wolves at arm's length. As a matter of fact, most of 
them probably wouldn't even try anyth...." Kathy's voice 
trailed off in embarrassment, but I‘Prais, unperturbed, fin- 
ished for hee | | ee e2 mee 

| "Since I am eyaicana 

“Well, yes. -I've got to run --'I hope‘you get a 00g: 

Demarest: ais Sten I" Praise AG OMINE Sint’ 


T'Prais was informed that she was assigned to the Equip- 
ment Officer of the Hydroponics Section, She went to the comn- 
poses for more information. | 


"Information: data on Equipment Officer, Hydroponics.” 
: "Equip-ment Of-fi-cer, Hy-dro-pon-ics: Aaron Mark Rich- 
ards; rank: Lieutenant; ser-i-al num-ber: SK 454-981w; age: - 
thir- ~ty-ones nese ean 


Stops" - She thought a moment, "Reasons for the assign- 


30 


ment of T*Prais, Ensign, serial pune SE eB s008%, to Lieu- 
tenant Richards." bye jobalpee Be en 


-"Per-son-al request By Dieu-ten-ant Rich-ards." 


T'Prais snapped the computer outlet off with an irritated 
gesture and reported for duty. ) | 


"Ensign T'Prais reporting as ordered, sir.” 


"Why, hello, Ensign, . Come in." Aaron's voice was com- 
placent; on his face was a malicious grin, Although T‘'Prais‘ 
face showed no sign of it, irritation rose in her seat: . she 
resolutely surpressed it. 3 | 


"Sir, may I enquire as to your reasons for -personally re- 
questing that I be assigned to you?" 


"You may," he said generously. 


After three minutes and eleven seconds of absolute silen- 
ce, Richards realized that the Vulcan would: simply stand there 
until she was answered, even if it took nabh Doomsday. Oh well. 


"Well," he said Babe "it seemed 0 be about the 
only way I'd be able to carry on a conversation with you, 
Now I can order you to talk to me, 


"T had been informed, sir, that aia duty assignnents 
were to be made at random,” : 


Sys grin widened. BOR teak just pulled a few ee -- 
collected interest on a favor or two. You're much too beauti- 
ful to waste on some unappreciative --" x : RES Ee 


T’Prais’ jaw dropped slightly, a fact Aaron:noted with 
satisfaction. "An emotional response?" he said in mock aston- 
ishment. "That's much better, Now, if you'll just stop act- 
ing SO inscrutable and Vulcan --" 


"Sir," she began in a SAORTINE tone: 


"And that's another one. Do stop saying ‘Sir' every 
time you open your. ‘mouth, " TREE | ore 


"Your conduct, sir, is at considerable variance with: that 
appropriate to an officer. And I find it most illogical,” 


"What a damning statement. Actually, that's a matter of 
Opinion, I consider myself to be acting in an eminently log- 
ical manner, considering the circumstances." 


BY 
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26 
The tale of the tribbles 


Mary H, Schaub 


It was the good ship ENTERPRISE, 
With its brave and daring crew, 
Which set out on a five-year voyage 
To explore a world or two, 


Oh, they ran afoul of Klingons, 

And they fought some mad machines; 
They found tribbles in their closets, 
They found tribbles in their beans. 


Oh, the bridge was full of tribbles -- 
Kirk found several when he sat -- 

They ate chicken soup and coffee, 

But you never found one fat, 


As McCoy explained the matter, 
Though the tribbles madly fed, 
None of them got any fatter; 

They just multiplied instead, 


There were tribbles in the oatmeal, 
There were tribbles in the stew -- 





Kirk cried, "Thousands!" Spock responded, 


"Ten thousand, six hundred, two," 


"Given a margin for error, 

Since the sum grows as we speak -- 
The latest projection forecasts 
Thirteen million by next week," 


MeCoy found the grain was poisoned, 
Proving the Klingons’ foul plot -- 
Or else, by now, the space station 
Would be a tribble-trimmed blot. 


Mister Lurry was delighted, 

For McCoy had saved the day -- 
While the Klingons got the tribbles, 
Due to Scotty*s double-play. 


That's how Scotty swears it happened -- 


Have you heard the famous song? 
It's a favorite in the space lanes, 
Where it's sung both loud and long. 


When you're in the Federation, 

You may hear its wild strains daily -- 
"Who put the tribbles 

In the quadrotriticale?" 
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"What?" His companion swiveled around. "Oh, Yeah." 
"Well?" . e 

"Well, what?" 

"Who is she?" 


"Forget it, Aaron. Your famous charm'll have no effect 
on her,” 


Aaron picked up his cup. "Bill, either you talk, or I 
pour hot coffee on your thick head," 


Bill shrugged. "Your funeral. She's one of the.new yeo- 
men and ensigns we just got, and her name's T’Prais. And © 
good luck, I suppose. Me, I'd rather try to romance a Vegan 
pratch.* See you later, Aaron,” 


Lieutenant Richards nodded absently. He remained’in the 
mess, ostensibly sipping coffee, but actually watching the 
girl who had just entered. His first casual glance had shown 
she was certainly worth watching, | 


Her stunning figure was shown to advantage by the brief 
uniformsther face was coolly beautiful. Aaron mentally de- 
bated whether it could possibly be improved by a smile, decid~ 
ed it could, and firmly resolved to do something about the 
problem. As it was, the total effect was still engrossing to 
any admirer of the aesthetic. Richards, a well-known connois- 
seur of feminine pulchritude, immediately began sorting over: 


* An animal with a hard, cold, spiny shell, They bite. 
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approaches. .He decided, on the Se 
"nothing ventured, nothing eee 
gained" principle, to attempt a cette: t 
direct one. pi 
3! "Excuse mé, is anyone sit- es 
ting: here?" hé asked, giving her Sous 
a charming smile. < °. Rakes 
UNO : qe pee : 
Not. exactly what you'd call eae 
an enthusiastic reception, Well, Soo 
if at first.you:don't succeed... 
"Will it bother you if I §§§ | ) (AS eee 
sit here?" 
"No, I am going on duty 
now." ‘She rose and: walked out, 
Aaron followed, Her soaring eye- . 
brows lifted slightly as he 
walked down the corridor with 3 
her. : 
"When are you off-duty Re 
again?" | ear eee | | 
"T do not see that that is 
any concern of yours.” . 
"Well, I could always pull - ee 
rank, I suppose," he said cheer- SR 
ily. "I'm Lieutenant Aaron ° 3 Sone eae 
Rachards¢: (rp ee ‘oe aes on 
Dead silence. What the : 
devil was the matter with him? _ 
He hadn't been this clumsy since 
he was ten, Damn it, such a _ 
gorgeous female had no business 
being a Vulcan! Almost to the 
Lift...give it one more try...  »..: \| Bees 
“And you're T*PraiSes.?” sauce 
en ee Mee | sasrearesstocenntccotetatteheteteeoeerens 
3 i REESE eee 
She stepped into the eleva- | pid 7 eee 
tor, "You are not," she stated | # ; 
coolly, “pronouncing it correct- : 
iy." The lift door closed, leav- 
ing-a discomfitted Richards a 
standing im the'’corridor. =. 
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P'Prais simply filed the incident under a very broad 
category labeled "human foibles," and considered it closed. 
But it was recalled during a casual conversation with the 
other girl at her temporary station. Yeoman Barton took ad- 
vantage of a quiet moment to talk. ee 


~~ "You're new, aren’t you? Having any problems?" 

"No, w 

"That's good, but if you do, just ask any of us for help, 
We glorified galley slaves have to stick together." Kathy. 
Barton gave T'Prais a calculating glance, “And speaking of 
problems," she said, grinning, "have you met God's gift to 
the working girl yet?" | 

"To whom are you referring?" 

"Who else -- Aaron Richards, Lt," 


"T -= have met him." 


"Whoops, I'm being paged. Some friendly advice, T'Prais; 


watch out for him. He's got his eye on every girl on board, 
but he never gets serious. Respectable serious, I mean," 


"Thank you. I shall bear that in mind," 
Another grin. "You shouldn't have any trouble keeping 


the wolves at arm's length. As a matter of fact, most of . 
them probably wouldn't even try anyth...." Kathy's voice 


trailed off in embarrassment, but T‘Prais, unperturbed, fin-  ~ 


ished for her. 
"Since I am Vulcan." 
“Well, yes. I've got to run _-- I hope you get a eee 


permanent assignment, T° Prais. Coming, sir!" 


T*Prais was informed that she was assigned to Hes Equip- 
ment Officer of the Hydroponics section. | She went to. the com- 
puter for more information, ; 


“Information: data on Equipment Officer, Hydroponics." 

.~. Equip-ment, Of-fi-cer, Hy-dro-pon-ics: Aaron Mark Rich- 
ards; rank: Lieutenant; .ser-i-al num-ber: SK 454-981w; age: 
thir-ty-one; height en 


"Stop." She thought a moment, "Reasons for the assign- 
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ment of T'Prais, Bens ser serial aun ey ST 687-003v, to Lieu-- 
tenant Richards." — : 


"Per~-son-al. request nay DLieu-ten-ant Rich-ards,." 


T'Prais snapped the computer outlet off with an irritated 
gesture and reported for duty. 


"Ensign T'Prais reporting as ordered, sir." 


"Why, hello, Ensign, Come in," Aaron's voice was com- 
placent; on his face was a malicious grin. Although T'Prais’ 
face showed no sign of it, irritation rose in her mind. She 
resolutely surpressed it. 


"Sir, may I enguire as to your reasons for Densonelly, re- 
questing that I be assigned to you?” | 


"You may," he said eenerously. 


After three minutes and eleven seconds of absolute silen-~ 
ce, Richards realized that the Vulcan would simply stand there. 
until she was answered, even af it took ele Doomsday. Oh. well. 


"Well," he said carefully, "it seemed to be about the 
only way I'd be able to carry on a conversation with you. 
Now I can order you to talk to me," 


"T had been perer we dy (sir, that all duty assignnents 
were UB: be made at random, ' . 


His erin widened. "Oh, I cts pulled a few strings -- 
collected interest on a favor or two. You're much too beauti- 
ful to waste on some unappreciative --" 


T'Prais' jaw dropped slightly, a fact Aaron noted with 
satisfaction. "An emotional response?" he said in mock aston- 
ishment,. "That's much better, Now, if you'll ae stop act- 
ing so inscrutable and Vulcan --" 


."Sir," she began in a freezing tone, 


"And that's another thing. Do stop saying ‘Sir' every 
time you open your mouth." | : 7: 


. "Your..conduct, sir, is at considerable variance with that 
appropriate to an officer. And I find it most. illogical." 


"What a damning statement. Actually, that's a matter of 
Opinion, I consider myself to be acting in an eminently log- 
ical manner, considering the circumstances." 
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"Perhaps I should inform 
you, sir; ‘that I: intend to... 
apply for another assignment, 
Immediately." me 


"Go ahead," he said. 
cheerfully. es; : 


"I may leave, sir?” 


Aaron, apparently remem-~ 
bering the punch line of an 
exquisitely humorous joke, 
waved expanSively towards the 


Exactly 17.3 minutes 
later, T*Prais was back.: ° 





"Well?" said Aaron, 
raising his brows. 
| _ "I would be interested to know, sir, how you contrived 
to successfully circumvent regulations to that extent," 


"I told you some people owed me favors," he said smugly. 
"Well?" he inquired hopefully. “Are you going to throw a 
temper tantrum?” 


= P*Ppraig stared.at him coldly. "Such behavior would be 
totally: illogical. Since it is, apparently, almost impossible 
for me to change Aasstgnments, there is no advantage to be 
gained by futile attempts to alter the situation. It would 
merely be an unnecessary energy expenditure. Sir.” 


"Ensign, you don't like me, do you?" Aaron asked with 
disarming candor. 


"That, sir, is entirely irrelevant, Personal considera- 
tions should never be allowed to interfere with one's work, 
To permit them to do so would be inefficient and --" 


"T know," he sighed. "Illogical.” 


Although I'Prais found it necessary to associate with 
Aaron while on duty, he quickly discovered that she quite ob- 
; viously had no intention of furthering their acquaintance one 
degree more than required. Aaron spent several days vainly 
trying to socialize with her when off-duty. He finally man- 
aged to accompany her to lunch by conveniently "forgetting" a 
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report. -they had to discuss until T'Prais was about to leave. 


“At Lunch, it took T'Prais less than five minutes to rea- 
lize Lieutenant Richards hadn't any intention of talking about 
the report. In fact, he seemed to have forgotten it complete- 
ly. She decided to call his attention to its existence. 


Aaron managed a hurt expression. "Really, Ensign," he ss: 
complained,"can't. you tolerate my company unless I'm talking -: 
about botany?" | : 

"Certainly," said T'Prais. "I was previously stationed 
on Janus II. I have been informed that that experience should 
enable one to tolerate anything." 


Aaron choked slightly on his coffee, He stared suspi- 
ciously at T'Prais' expressionless face. “Including the sur- 
prising and illogical actions of humans, I suppose?" 


T'Prais lifted an eyebrow. "Surprise is due to the unex- 
pected. Humans are generally illogical; that is their expected 
behavior. Therefore it is impossible for anything they choose 
to do to be surprising.” : 


Aaron had the distinet feeling he'd been insulted some- 
how. He mentioned this and waited to see what she was going 
-to' do about it. ac : : 


T’'Prais was enjoying a sensation of mild triumph. For 
the past week, she had been fully aware that Lieutenant Rich- 
ards was trying to provoke her into’ some sort of personal re- 
‘i'gponse to him. He seemed to. be under the impression that he 
had only to smile at a female... It was, she considered, high 
time the Lieutenant realized he was not as irresistable as he 
apparently thought. She was about to respond with an Earth 
saying to the effect of "If the shoe fits...." when she sud- 
denly became aware that she had just been guilty of behavior 
that was far from logical. 


meio UAnd, 9 said Aaron blandly, “aren't insults illogical, 
Ensign?" 3 : se 


They were. Very. Insults accomplished nothing, were 
impolite, particularly by Vulcan standards, and indicated a 
lamentable lack of control...to buy herself thinking time, 
T'Prais began to concentrate on spooning sugar into her coffee, 


"And I thought illogic bothered you more than anything 
else, Except me, of course. ‘But then, I'm highly illogical. 
Or so I've been told.” | i 


"<=" "T-aggure you, sir," T'Prais said in a voice that dripped 
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icicles, "that your behavior, logical or otherwise, has not in- | 
terested me to the point of even thinking about it. It is cer- 
tainly incapable of bothering me," 


"Really?" said Aaron politely. "Ensign, do you always 
put seven lumps of sugar in your coffee?" i 


"Yes," said T'Prais in a voice composed of frozen acid. 
The remainder of the meal was consumed amid a silence that 
would have made the Sphinx look like a babbling amateur, 
T'Prais was berating herself for what she considered a dis- 
play of arrant emotionalism. 


Aaron was wondering how she had managed to actually drink 
the coffee, 


Not long afterwards, Aaron reached the tentative conclu- 
sion that his strategy had been a mistake, T'’Prais continued 
to perform her duties with flawless efficiency, but no amount 
of additional effort on Aaron's part succeeded in making her 
react with anything but glacial precision. He found this par- 
ticularly galling since it was a totally unfamiliar situation. 
His usual problem was the shooing off of unwanted females. 
This one... 


Admitting to himself that T'Prais was rapidly becoming 
an obsession with him did absolutely nothing to improve his 
state of mind. 


-Murdock's Planet had already been scouted once by a sur- 
vey team, which made it, in this sector of the galaxy, prac- 
tically overcrowded. As a result, the landing party was large, 
to check on the variety of test materials and equipment left 
there. 


T'Prais closed the tricorder. “All tests appear to be 
positive, sir.” ) 


"Good. Ensign, don't you ever make a definite statement?" 


"OF course, Lieutenant, when it is possible. But when 
the data is incomplete, to do so would be --" 


"Tllogical," he finished, "One of these days I'm going 
to keep a record of the frequency with which you use the words 
logic and illogic. If I-can find enough paper,” he added, ap- 
parently as an afterthought. 


T'Prais' contribution to the conversation was a stony 
silence. She had no intention of becoming involved in another 
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irrelevant, .complicated, and illogical dialogue, "T believe, 
sir, that we are now to check test*site AR-4." “9 — | 


"I suppose that is your tactful method of informing me 
I'm being illogical again?" Aaron tried to look properly re- 
morseful. A glance at T'Prais showed him the expression-was 
wasted;. she was staring at.a point about three inches above 
his head. "You may consider me properly chastened, if you 
like," he offered.. dees Sore = ee a 


T'Prais went. through a.minor mental skirmish. After all, 
what possible emotion could be involved in responding as stip- 
ulated, in regulations...? ‘Yes, sir," she said promptly. 


Aaron exerted iron control over his expression. "Care- ; 
ful, Ensign, your sense. of humor is showing,” he warned 
gravely. -.. . Sete 


Nek believe, sir, that we are now to check test site 
AR-4," | os : | fe serie, a> | 


Aaron gave up for the moment, and the two walked towards 
the next area. Aaron noted, with annoyance, that T'Prais was, 
as per regulations, exactly three paces behind and to his 
right. Following the rules to the letter, as usual. She must 
carry a.tape measure... He jumped down a low sand bank and 
turned to assist her, As she tried to avoid his hand, she 
slipped -on.the loose :dirt and slid into’ his steadying arms. 
T'Prais said, "Thank you, sir," and tried to move away. 


Aaron tightened his hold. “Now this," he said happily, 
"is the most logical,, to coin a phrase, situation yet." 


“Sir, let go of me." T*Prais tried to. push away. 


"Don't be silly. ‘How pretty -- you have rainbows in 
your hair." 2 


"The refraction of light," she began,’ "is..." 
'"?!Prais," he said firmly, "I have no intention of list-. 

ening to-a.lecture on the. properties of light. Don't inter- 

rupt while I'm trying to be remantic,”° © °°" anata ss So 


"Sir," she said severely,, "yous... .. 


_"Ensign, you talk too much." Aaron effectively cut off 
T'Prais' comment by kissing her, REE | ae es 


-T'Prais, considerably shaken, wrenched herself out of 
Aaron's grasp. She hastily rejoined the main Janding party, 
according Aaron.only .the least possible amount of icy correct- 
ness. wee pee PE USCS gE Oe Ee Sigg JES " 
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On her return bo the noe ie Prais went immediately ‘to 
the Captain. ne ¢ 


USiry At wish to make a direct request for an Bem e Gui ce 
transfer.’ | : Mareen ree Wy ee es 


Kirk. Looked wightly auroras "Lieutenant Richards 
has already contacted me; he claims you're indispensable.” 
His voice contained a questioning tone -- he would déarly 
love to know what was going on. However, since it involved 
Aaron Richards, Kirk, EERE SES) had a fairly good | idea. 


"Phen I Pegaest a ere her under regulation 78.3, baie hie! 
graph 9." | 


Kirk did not Se this with any noticeable Bor atiaeeen 
28,3 transfers involved an enormous amount of reports-in- 
triplicate and general all-around unpleasantness, most of | 
which ended up in the captain's lap. Kirk noticed that ‘ 
T'Prais was about to start reciting the entire section of yee 
transfer. regulations to him, and he quickly launched into a 
tactful speech. He began to point out, in a diplomatic man- 
ner, the numerous difficulties caused by such transfers. ” of ee 7 


hy Bran had no difficulty at all in translating syiaee 
Either she got Lieutenant Richards’ permission, or her trans-" 
fer would take eons to process. “I. see," she said calmly. | 
"Then I still: must have Lieutenant Richards’ permission?" 


“Welly. ae youte certainly simplify matters oe 


it Bina a iho had been rapidly learning ' certain strong ~ 
emotions, muttered "T'klar-at'Larsh!" and stalked out of the 
bridge, leaving Kirk with a puaznee expression and Spock with 
a highly shocked one. | 


"Lieutenant Richards, I would like your permission to 
change my assignment. I am sure that any reasonably attrac- 
tive yeoman or ensign could fill your needs quite adequately. 
An organization in, which any. person is indispensable is in- 
efficient, as the unexpected removal of that person, BRS | 
MOSUL EN cee” 


Lt Beary, 


~nsigny I apologize, but -- 


"Your apology is unacceptable. ‘What will be acceptable _ % 
is your peuneeerce for my transfer." — a ie Beate Spent, 13) 


. “Suppose E don! ap sive it? You. ean always: ask ‘for She | A 


"The Contain Aisles does not wish to “po ener agen pas 
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| 78.3 transfer. Your permission for a regular transfer would 


be appreciated." 


Aaron suddenly walked over to T'Prais. “Why are you so 


upset?" he demanded. 


"What?" 


"Why should a simple kiss make you become so...emotional. 
After all, you've had plenty of practice in ignoring human 
weaknesses --" 


"I? Emotional? Sir --" 
"Shut up. T'Prais, will you marry me?" 
SI 


"WHAT? Lieutenant Richards, you are -- 


"I said SHUT UP!" He said,. putting his arms around her 
firmly. 


"Sir, your conduct--" Aaron shut her up by the simple 


expedient of firmly placing his lips over hers. Evidently 


T*’Prais felt that it would be futile to attempt to bring so 
totally illogical a person to his senses, as she made no ef- 
fort to resist. 


“Now you listen to me," he ordered. "You're going to 


marry me -- now, vite, schnell, as soon as the ESIC S can 


make the arrangements--" 


"Really, you are behaving most illogically. Have I no- 
thing to say in the matter?" 


"NO," said Aaron, pulling her to him again, 


From T'Prais' response, this was, apparently, perfectly 
acceptable, 
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Chapter I 


Goodgod, she thought. The green pepper jelly has turned 
white. It looked like it was about to crawl out of the jar 
and attack the apples. If nothing was done, everything in 
the icebox would be eaten. She'd come into the kitchen some 
morning, the icebox door would be open and on the floor in 
front of it - a white, furry blob, feeling around for some- 
thing else to eat. There was only one thing to do, She got 
out the Raid and sprayed the jelly. Laugh at that, mold, 


She took a can of Tab out of the icebox, washed the Raid 
off it and opened it. Some breakfast, she thought, 


After she drank the Tab, she looked out the kitchen win- 


dow. A perfect day for washing. She opened the dirty clothes » 


closet and took out an armful. Shortly thereafter, in the 
basement... “hat a day for washing, she thought again, After 
she put the clothes into the machine, she'd go upstairs, take 
down the walls and wash them and shake out the floor, Need- 
less to say, nothing came of this. While she was in the base- 
ment, she met the super, who had a job on the side as a name- 
less horror lurking in the subterranean depths. He left off 
lurking for a moment and gave her a package that had come for 
her, Frinck by Roger McGough. ‘She went upstairs and read-it. 
As she had suspected for some time, she was in love with him, 
(Roger McGough. Not Frinck. Wot. the super, either.) She 
thought about going to England and telling him. She checked 
her wallet. Two tokens, England was out. she decided to 
spend the evening with the moonmen, who were meeting at The 
Usual Place, 


She Looked at herself in the mirror, She was definitely 
changing. Soon she would have to wear a disguise to keep 
people from finding out she was no longer herself. 


The icebox was full of dying vegetables, The carrots were 


still moving around a little, but the mold was definitely 
dead. She decided to cadge dinner from her neighbors and. 
called them up. They said they were outoftown, due to the 
Zulu Invasion, (The day before several hundred Zulus had | 
suddenly appeared in the neighborhood, The last time she'd 
checked they were still walking around, followed everywhere ~ 
by their faithful assagais.) In any case, her neighbors hung 
up, leaving her alone with the man in the telephone, 


Listening Tom? she said. 


For that was his name. Her room mate had brought him 
with her when she moved in and left him behind when she moved 
out. She was pretty sure his heart wasn’t in the Listening, 
now that her room mate was gone, But it was his job and he 
did it. She was pretty sure he did it well. A tall man with 
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earphones over his ears and a sad look in his eyes. 
Click, Listening Tom said, 


Click to you, she said and hung up. 
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Chapter If 


That evening she went to The Usual Place. One and all 
were there, She said, hello oneandall. iS) 


Oneandall: Hello. Bitchinolted has come out against it 
Our Heroine: What? 
Oneandall: So Beadyeyes will Come in favor cf it. 


(It ne well known that Bitchinolted and Beadyeyes didn’t get 
along. 


1: It follows as the night the day. 

2: Speaking of night following day, it's doing it now. 
1: What is doing what? 

2: Night is following day. Look out the windcw,- 

1:. I can"t see anything.. Too dark. 

2: That's night, 

3: Again? 


IES 2 ALE certainly is getting dark. 


tof \z 


| ay 1 we, 


~ 


ay 
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4; About time. 

2: Now there you're wrong. No ‘about’ about it. It's 
right on time. It always is. If you could ride it 
into the city, you'd never be late to work. 

1: Ride what? 
2::° The dark, 
4: You'd have to get a night joh, then. 
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Chapter III 
It 


The next morning she woke up early enough so thut it was 
There was a strange foot in her bed 
Big and hairy. . 


still morning, 
Looked like a man's foot, 


Get out of here, she said. 
The foot hopped out through the open window and down the 
What can it all mean? she wondered. ‘Was ita 


fire escape, 
Freudian fantasy? 

But there were big, hairy footprints all over the floor, 
Be that as it may. She called up her neighbors. They 
said they were back, The Zulus had turned up outoftown, You 
weren't safe anywhere anymore. 

She invited herself down for breakfast, 


about asking them (the neighbors) if anyone had seen a big; 
Has anyone seen a big, hairy foot? she’d ask, 


she thought 


Why? Have you lost one? 
They might point out she had two on already. ‘She decided 
But she didn*‘t, I mean, could you? 


hairy foot, 


to forget about it, 


Chapter IV 


Why 
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ANSWERS TO CROSTIC 


*“Zotia 


A, Isher SiH | : 
B, SPACE CAT T. Omicron Ceti Three — 
C, Anti-matter U, Newton 

D, Amanda VV, Treebeard 

EK. Cochrane W. Retief 

F, Anthony Villiers X, Ice 

G. Space warp Y, Light minute 

H. INTREPID Z./0n the edge 

I, Mind probe 44, Garum.-- 

eee ODD 

K, Verne Lo. Yama. 

L. Fever 

M, Ohms 

N, Unicorn 

O, Norton 

P, Dilithium 

Q. Andre 

R, THE TWO TOWERS 


Tt amounts to a distortion of the anarchic period a 
century ago when the Imperial troops were driven out and an 
independent government was set up. Advanced science and 
atomic power in particular became identified with the old 
Imperial regime they remember with horror, 

Tsaac Asimov, FOUNDATION TRILOGY 


ENTERPRISE CALLS FOR DISCRETION 


by 
Mary H, Schaub 


When transported near a monster, 
Drear and deadly, on the run, 

It was Scott who asked how fast it went; 
Kirk cried, "Phasers set on stun!" 

Spock examined the beast intently, 

And found it to be a mere pup -- 

But I seem to recall 

In the midst of it all, 

‘Twas McCoy who exclaimed, "Beam us up!" 
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POEM 3 
by Naney Giudice 


Long had I walked upright and proud 
in the power of renunciation 

No desire for the world 

marred my indifference 

and then 

(it was my devastation) 

I saw your face. 


As a woman loosens down 

the coils of her bound hair 
did I surrender down my armor 
And in haste | 
shed I my long peace 


Oh, come 
and taste 
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